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the King, to be allowed to escape. The officer was, however,
above all bribes, said he had not served the Emperor so long in
order to end by betraying him, and conducted the Marechal de
Villeroy to Prince Eugene, who did not receive him so well as
he himself would have been received, under similar circumstances,
by the Marechal. While in the suite of Prince Eugene, Villeroy
saw Crenan led in prisoner, and wounded to the death, and ex-
claimed that he should like to be in his place. A moment
after they were both sent out of the town, and passed the day,
guarded, in the coach of Prince Eugene.

Kevel, become commander-in-chief by the capture of the
Marechal de Villeroy, tried to rally the troops. There was a
fight in every street; the troops dispersed about, some in
detachments, several scarcely armed; some only in their shirts
fought with the greatest bravery. They were driven at last to
the ramparts, where they had time to look about them, to rally
and form themselves. If the enemy had not allowed our troops
time to gain the ramparts, or if they had driven them beyond
this position, when they reached it, the town could never have
held out. But the Imperialists kept themselves entirely towards
the centre of the town, and made no effort to fall upon our men,
or to drive them from the ramparts. .

Praslin, who had the command of our cavalry, put himself at
the head of some Irish battalions which under him did wonders.
Although continually occupied in defending and attacking,
Praslin conceived the idea that the safety of Cremona depended
upon the destruction of the bridge of the Po, so that the Imperial-
ists could not receive reinforcements from that point. He re-
peated this so many times, that Revel was informed of it, and
ordered Praslin to do what he thought most advisable in the
matter. Thereupon,, Praslin instantly commanded the biidgo
to be broken down. There was not a moment to lose. Thomas
de Vaudemont was already approaching the bridge at the head
of his troops. But the bridge, nevertheless, was destroyed
"before his eyes, and with ail his musketeers he was not able to
prevent it.

It was now three o'clock in the afternoon. Prince Eugene
was at the H&tel de Viile, swearing in the magistrates. Leaving